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‘It was a man of the name of Hyde.’


‘Hm,’ said Mr Utterson. ‘What sort of a man is he to see?’


‘He is not easy to describe. There is something wrong with his appearance; something displeasing, something downright detestable. I never saw a man I so disliked, and yet I scarce know why.’


The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde


Robert Louis Stevenson, 1886
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He looked at his friend and wondered how he still lived. Such a strong character, such a powerful personality, such an irrepressible force of will and resolve confined in so small and fragile a vessel. He knew, as he took in the narrow-shouldered frame and the thin, birdlike face bleached yet paler by the bright sun, that his friend would not be long among the living. Even now, his presence in this world was attenuated, fading, like the image of a man unfixed and dissolving on an exposed photographic plate.


And all the time, as they sat on the bench looking out over the pale sand of the beach and the glittering shield of the English Channel beyond, he was aware how starkly his own robustness contrasted with his friend’s infirmity. As could be gathered from the sometimes uneasy glances cast by passers-by, there was nothing attenuated about the larger man’s presence in the world.


The conversation between the two was scant. Theirs was an acquaintance of long standing where companionship alone often sufficed. Also, the larger man was afraid of tiring the other. It had been years since they had last met, and the deterioration of his friend had alarmed him.


‘We’ll head back to Skerryvore in a while,’ said the gaunt man. ‘Fanny will have prepared something to eat.’ Despite the summer warmth, he wore an ill-fitting jacket of heavy velveteen draped over insubstantial shoulders. There had been talk of seeking out a more curative climate – less tainted airs and brighter suns; the American West or the South Seas, perhaps – and the heavy-set man wondered if his companion would still wear the same jacket under friendlier skies, and if those skies would at long last bring some colour to his pale complexion.


‘It’s this damned book as much as anything,’ said the frail man without moving his gaze from the sea but clearly having read his friend’s concern. ‘It consumes me so, eats at me – yet I can find no clear framework for the telling of it. I know exactly what it is I want to write about, I know that at its heart must lie a tale of the duality of human nature, about the good within the bad and the bad within the good, but every day it confronts me with a blank page.’


‘The duality of human nature, you say?’ asked the other.


‘Although we pretend otherwise,’ said the frail man, ‘we are all manifold. There are bright angels and dark demons in each of us. It is a subject that has consumed me since childhood. You know I inherited that dresser – the one carpentered by Deacon Brodie – from my late father. It is such a beautifully crafted piece and, as a child, I would stare at it in daylight wonder – but at night … oh, at night the thought of it sitting there in the dark filled me with dread, thinking that the ghost of the other Brodie, the night-time Brodie, would steal into our house with his gang and murder us all in our sleep.


‘As a boy, I became obsessed with Brodie’s story, burned into Edinburgh’s history – a prominent and respected member of Edinburgh society by day, the worst villain by night. I would have this nightmare where Brodie would be in my room; I would just and no more make out in the shadows this tall, dark figure wearing a tricorn hat. He would cross the room, the tools of his daytime trade rattling in his satchel against the pistols of his nightwork. He would lean down over my bed, his neck encircled by the steel band they say he wore to cheat the hangman. As he did so, I would see both Brodies as one: his smile would be courteous and benevolent and at the same time a malicious, cruel grinning.’ He paused for a moment. ‘I have it still, you know – the Brodie dresser, I mean. I brought it with me here to Skerryvore. Anyway, Brodie’s tale fascinates me still and I want to tell something of the like. Something not just about good and evil, but about their coexistence in the same personality, and all the shades and contrasts between them. About the dualities and conflicts within the human soul.’ He laughed weakly. ‘Perhaps it’s the Celt in me that leads me to such obsessions. Or maybe it’s because our country itself has a divided personality: that Scotland’s dual sense of self echoes in its sons. Whatever its source, I am driven to write something about the duality of man’s nature.’ He sighed, the shrug of his narrow shoulders almost lost in his voluminous jacket. ‘It’s just that I can’t seem to pin my story to its page.’


The larger man remained silent for a while, he too directing his gaze out to some unfixed point over the water.


‘If you have want of such a story,’ he said eventually, ‘I can tell you one.’


And under a bright but cheerless Bournemouth sun, Edward Hyde told his frail friend, Robert Louis Stevenson, his tale.









PART ONE
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THE HANGED MAN


Two years before









[image: image]


It was a sound like no other.


High, shrill, raw, it stabbed the night with sharp, juddering, ragged edges. It was a sound somewhere between a wail and a scream, yet it was unlike a voice; spoke of no human origin.


Moonless night had already claimed the city: dragging itself around the flanks of the Mound, insinuating itself through the crenels and embrasures of the castle, creeping down into the Old Town and stretching dark fingers into its narrow wynds and cramped closes; in the grand terraces and crescents of the New Town it rubbed itself blackly against the prosperous panes of the broad, high windows. But as if possessed of some dark gravity, nowhere was the night blacker than where it had sunk into the depths of the gulley that creased the city, carrying pure waters from the heights of the Pentlands to where they became soiled dark and foam crusted in the effluent shadows of the clustering mills that lined the Water of Leith.


When the sound found her, Nell McCrossan was a slight, insubstantial shadow moving through a greater darkness. Small for her fourteen years, her frame meagre and birdlike, her skin in the scarce and insubstantial pools of lamplight as bleach white as the flour produced by the mill in which she worked.


Nell was a fearful soul. She feared the walk to her shift, feared the swelling darknesses between the lamps, feared the shifting elm shadows and the voices she sometimes thought she could hear in the tumbling waters of the river. She had learned to mistrust her ears: the thunderings and clashings of the machines in the mill had distorted her hearing, tinkling in her ears as spectral tintinnabulations and haunting the vault of her skull with booming ghosts long after she had left the mill.


A generation before, her people had come to the city from the Highlands, driven from the green quiet of strath, mountain and glen to make way for the greater profit of sheep. The only world Nell had known had been the clattering, cramped, smoke-wreathed clamour of the tenements, alleys and closes of the Old Town, and the harsh, guttural Sassenach tongue of Edinburgh, yet her childhood had echoed with her parents’ soft Gaelic and tales of an unseen otherworld. So, as she made her shadow-haunted, brisk-paced way to her work in the mill, the mistrusted sounds of an ink-sleek river reached out to her from the gulley beside the path and conjured up remembered tales of selkies and kelpies and other malevolent water spirits.


But when the sound found her, all other fears, all other noises real and imagined, fell from her. The sound – that terrible wailing screech of a sound – seemed to penetrate her insubstantial flesh and ring in her bones. Nell gave a cry of her own as the fear within her welled up and spilled into the night.


The sound came again, a shuddering, ragged screech that seemed to swell and echo in the depression of the gulley, reflecting itself off the black flanks of the mills until it seemed to come from every direction at once.


Nell whimpered, a child lost in the night, desperately scanning the darkness to catch sight of the dread thing that issued such a fearful sound, to work out in which direction she should run.


Again. A third inhuman wailing.


Nell turned on her heel and fled, plunging into the darkness between the lamp standards.


She ran straight into it.


A mass unseen in the darkness but suddenly solid, as if the shadows had coalesced to form an obstruction to her flight. The force of her collision caused her to rebound and she landed painfully, her back slamming against the grease-slicked cobbles. The impact winded her, and she desperately sought to draw air back into her tortured lungs.


She had no breath to scream for help as the shape leaned down over her, its silhouette growing larger, darker yet against the black gathered night. Strong hands seized her, and Nell issued a strangled cry, still not yet possessing enough breath to shape a scream. And still her captor remained inhuman; she could make out no face, no feature.


The dark form lifted her to her feet as if there were no substance to her. It held her by her upper arms and she felt it would cost this monster no effort to crush her, to fold and crack her bones. She was helpless as he steered her into one of the pools cast by the gas lanterns.


The lamplight and shadow now etched a face for Nell to see. Her breath had returned to her but she found herself still unable to form a scream, to call out into the night for deliverance from the rough beast who now held her captive. The man in the gaslight had features that instilled terror. Heavy, brutal, harsh features that, while cruelly handsome, provoked revulsion. Fright. Terror. She felt captured by some monster; by the devil.


Then she recognized him. She knew exactly who he was and it did little to abate her fear.


‘Are you all right?’ His voice was deep and as velvet dark as the night. ‘Are you injured?’


Nell shook her head.


‘Where did it come from?’ he asked. Again she shook her head dully, still hypnotized by the bright blue eyes that glittered in the cruel face. ‘The scream, girl,’ he urged, his voice impatient. ‘Where did that scream come from?’


‘I don’t know, sir,’ she stammered. ‘It was like it came from all around. But the first time …’ She pointed vaguely down into the gulley beside them.


‘Do you know who I am?’ he asked. Nell once more took in his face, the glitter of eyes from under the shadow of both hat and heavy brow, the wide, sharp-angled shields of cheekbone, the broad bulk of the jaw. It was like a face carved from some material harder than stone. She nodded, still fearful.


‘You are Captain Hyde, sir.’


‘What is your name, child?’


‘Nell, sir. Nell McCrossan.’


‘Do you work in the mill, Nell?’


She nodded again.


‘Then run there now and tell your foreman I need men to help me search – and tell him to send someone to the Dean police office to bring constables.’


She neither replied nor moved, instead fixed and immobile in her study of Hyde’s face.


‘Go now!’ he urged with more severity than he intended, and the jolt of his words sent her running in the direction of the mill.


Hyde took a battery lantern from the pocket of his Ulster topcoat and scanned the path, the trees and the river around him. Its light gave menacing life to his surroundings: the rushing water glistened blackly and oil-sleek in the lantern’s beam; the shadows of trees and bushes that edged the river writhed sinuously. Yet there was no sign of anything wrong.


He surrendered the path and took to the river’s edge, following it in the direction indicated by the terrified girl. The river became a sleek-backed snake, writhing its dark way towards distant Leith and the sea, while all around the sounds of industry clamoured louder in the night. Hyde startled at a loud metallic clang as the buffers of unseen locomotives clashed in Balerno railway goods yard. As he made his way further along the water’s edge, the sounds beyond became lost. The currents of the Water of Leith drove the water-wheels of the mills along its course, and at intervals the tumbling torrent would cascade over weirs and cataracts. Hyde could hear he now approached the thunderous rush of water over a weir.


The tangle of branches and bush along the river’s edge slowed his progress and he had briefly to retake the path. Over the roar of the waterfall he could just and no more hear the sound of voices calling him: the men brought from the mill. To indicate the direction he had taken, Hyde removed his service whistle from his pocket and gave three sharp summoning blasts.


He walked on, along the path in the direction of the weir, but the river was shielded from him by a screen of dense vegetation. He reached the cataract and the water’s edge suddenly cleared of undergrowth. A short section of iron railing, rusted and time bent, offered the only security from where the river dropped twenty feet to the lower level. The darkness of the night and the thunder of the waterfall disconcertingly rendered him deaf and blind to anything outside this small theatre of his awareness. He shone the light from his battery lantern along the riverbank on his side, then across the foaming edge of the waterfall to the other bank.


It was then he saw it.


It moved in the light, turning, twisting and shuddering: something sallow and fleshlike. At first, he could make no sense of it.


The bough of an elm reached out across the water as if offering Hyde its pale fruit. The form which hung from it was at first unrecognizable in the insufficient illumination of Hyde’s hand lantern. What added to the confusion was the movement of the thing, as if alive. Then he made dark sense of it: close to the far bank, suspended by a long rope fastened around the tree’s bough, a naked man hung upside down, his ankles rope bound. Hyde’s lantern followed the pallid form to where a wound gaped lividly in the chest. A thick trail of blood, glistening black and sleek in the night, traced its way down to the man’s throat, but his head was hidden, submerged in the frothing water of the river. It was the tugging of the impatient current on the unseen head that had given the form motion and the semblance of life.


Hyde again took the whistle from his pocket, turned in the direction he had come and gave three short blasts.


As if in response, it came again. The cry. Audible and no more over the roar of the waterfall. To start with, Hyde thought it was the echo of his whistle, but he recognized the same high, inhuman sound, this time more plaintive, mournful. He spun around but couldn’t fix the direction of its origin. But wherever it had come from, one thing was sure: it had not issued from the dead man hanging upside down from the tree.


He gave another three blasts on his whistle and was answered this time with louder cries of mill workers hastening towards him. When they arrived, the young girl who had run into him earlier was with them, her face ghostly in the light of the lanterns. Hyde instructed the men to take her to one side, lest she see the horror hanging from the far bank of the river.


‘Did you hear it again, sir?’ she asked Hyde. ‘The bean-nighe.’


‘The what?’


‘The bean-nighe.’ Nell’s voice trembled with a fear sown not just into her fabric but woven through generations before her. ‘The washerwoman – her that laments by the water’s edge.’


‘What are you talking about?’ asked Hyde.


‘The bean-nighe comes up from the Otherworld and wails while she washes the clothes of them about to die.’ The shaking of her voice was now a tremor through her whole insubstantial body. ‘That’s what we heard. The bean-nighe – she’s a ban-sìth, you see.’


Hyde nodded. ‘I understand now. But I assure you what we heard was very much of this world, Nell.’ He turned to one of the men. ‘She’s in shock. Take her back to the mill and have someone attend to her.’


After the young Highland girl was gone, Hyde led the men to the nearest bridge across the water and back along the other bank toward where the naked man hung from the tree. They stood in silence for a moment, as men do in the presence of violent death. Hyde could see the body more clearly, but the head and face remained hidden in the rush of the river. The wound in the chest he could now see was deep and wide, like a gaping mouth. Someone had removed the man’s heart.


‘He’s been murdered,’ said one of the mill workers at Hyde’s shoulder.


‘More than that,’ said another. ‘He’s been three times murdered.’


Hyde turned questioningly in the man’s direction.


‘Hanged, ripped and drowned …’ explained the man. ‘Why would anybody do that to someone?’


‘Get me a pole or anything with a hook on it,’ said Hyde. ‘I want to bring the body to the riverbank.’


A third mill worker volunteered to run back to the mill and find something suitable.


As he waited with the others, Captain Edward Henry Hyde, superintendent of detective officers in Edinburgh’s City Police, was greatly troubled by two thoughts. The first was that he had, by pure chance, uncovered a brutal murder through his entirely coincidental and fortuitous presence at the scene – yet he could not, for the life of him, remember why he was in this place, so far from his usual habit, or how he had got there.


The second thing troubling him was the earnest terror of a young, frightened mill girl haunted still by the distant Highlands and their myths. A terror founded on the belief that what they had heard had been the cries of a ban-sìth.


A banshee.
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Dr Samuel Porteous sat by the fire in his study and awaited the arrival of Edward Hyde.


An energetic, handsome man of medium height, Porteous’s almost boyish look belied his being in his forty-seventh year of life and twenty-first of professional medical practice. He was a man given to vanity, particularly about his auburn hair and emerald-green eyes, which were striking. This vanity had been given artistic form in the portrait that dressed the chimney breast above the fire. Now, five years hence from its commission, Porteous resented the portrait, envious of his younger image’s immutability; its imperviousness to age.


Samuel Porteous’s origins had been more humble than many of his profession and current station, and he tended to compensate for his social insecurity by spending more on fine tailoring than Scottish Presbyterian propriety normally dictated.


One thing that gave him no cause for insecurity, however, was the wealth of his intellectual gifts. From his first year studying medicine at Edinburgh University, Porteous had been recognized as a rising star of the science. To be considered such in Edinburgh, the world’s capital of medical advancement, meant that no ambition could be too audacious – and Dr Samuel Porteous was a man of audacious ambition. In the course of his career, he had established a reputation as a pioneering neuropsychiatrist. Over the last two years, he had become increasingly involved in the new disciplines of psychophysics and psychology. It was in this new direction, he was convinced, that the answers lay to so many of the intractable puzzles of modern psychiatry.


Porteous’s main clinic was in the lunatic wing of Craiglockhart Hydropathic Hospital, but he also attended at the nearby private Craig House Asylum, as well as maintaining consulting rooms in the New Town. In addition, however, he saw two patients – and only ever the two – at his private residence and outside normal consulting hours. These cases had their own and distinct reasons for seeking privacy – secrecy even – in their treatment. Each was totally unaware of the other’s existence; equally ignorant of the fact that, while their personalities could not differ more, in Porteous’s eyes they were paradoxically but two sides of the same coin.


These clandestine visitors were the cases of which Porteous kept no official record. The details of his impressions of both, and his treatment of them, were confined to the physician’s personal journal, kept locked in his study safe. He had his own reasons for keeping their secrets: these two cases provided unique opportunities to pursue pioneering research. A great discovery waited to be uncovered; an even greater reputation waited to be established.


Added to which, Dr Samuel Porteous had secrets enough of his own. Two packets of compound sat unopened in his medical cabinet, waiting to be pressed into service should the symptoms that slept within him reawaken. But that was a fear deferred: a challenge for another, hopefully distant day.


One of the two confidential cases was Porteous’s friend, Edward Hyde. Tonight, it was Hyde who would visit.


There was something about Hyde that confounded Porteous. The physician often struggled to understand what it was about the man, about his presence, that inspired unease on each new encounter. As Porteous had noted in his journal, though not tall, Hyde was certainly imposing. His build was broad but not exceptional, yet his presence was – as if he cast before him an oppressive shadow. Porteous often had the sense that there was something discordant about Hyde’s proportions: his head a few ounces too heavy, his arms an inch or two too long, his shoulders possessing a fraction too much mass. Something about Edward Hyde hinted at a humanity surpassed, at some recent but lost Darwinian foreshadow of mankind. All impressions not so much observed or measured as perceived, as intuited.


Nor was Hyde an ugly man: indeed, he possessed a dark handsomeness, but something in his appearance was devilish, forbidding, encouraged distance; Hyde repelled without being explicably repellent. His manner, too, was oddly tranquil, with an economy of speech, expression and movement, yet this very calmness was in itself disconcerting, leaving the impression that it was but a veil drawn over an extreme and combustible volatility: that at any moment Hyde’s stillness, which was great, could explode into an even greater violence.


Yet these impressions always dispelled completely and instantly the moment Hyde engaged Porteous in conversation. The sad truth of it was that the physician doubted he had ever known a better man than Captain Edward Henry Hyde. Every knowledge Porteous had of the man was that he possessed a heart vulnerable to the injuries and injustices suffered by others. And far from primitive, he was a gentleman of profound sophistication and learning.


Porteous had diagnosed in his friend a form of epilepsy, which, if known to Hyde’s superiors, would debar him from his post as superintendent of detective officers for the City of Edinburgh Police. He had therefore promised Hyde secrecy – but there were other less noble considerations that bound Porteous to his silence. His friend’s condition – strange absences from reality and the even more bizarre dreams that were in truth florid hallucinations shaped by Hyde’s nocturnal seizures – offered the ambitious psychiatrist a window into hitherto unexplored levels of the human consciousness.


There was, Porteous knew, a great deal to be learned from the strange otherworld of Captain Edward Henry Hyde.


The night gathered at the windows and Dr Samuel Porteous drew closed the heavy velvet curtains of his study, set match to the kindling in the hearth, and sat watching the flames spark into life, all the time seeking to remind himself that it was a friend, not something darker than the deepening night, that was making its way towards him.
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It was full dark when Hyde arrived. Once more, Porteous’s first impression was that his friend and patient had brought something of the night with him.


As was their agreed custom, Porteous dimmed the lantern at the rear door that opened from his study onto the garden, so that no servant be alerted to Hyde’s arrival. The servants all knew Captain Hyde, of course, from his frequent social visits, during which he arrived and departed as all other guests, through the main street door. And, naturally, the Captain’s appearance made him memorable to all. But these clandestine visits often occurred when Hyde was not fully at himself, usually after a particularly bad episode, and sought no scrutiny or company other than that of his physician.


Additionally, Porteous’s study in the converted garden room was a safe and secret place for them both. No servants were allowed in here other than Mrs Wilson, the housekeeper, who came in to tidy and clean once a week, but only once Porteous had told her it was all right so to do.


When he arrived, Hyde was agitated. Porteous had expected him to complain that he had yet again had one of his vivid and lucid dreams, which would cast their spell over the following waking day, distracting his thoughts from his work. The haunted otherworld of his dreaming troubled Hyde greatly, despite the psychiatrist’s assurances that it was the result of his epilepsy – sleeping seizures, not normal dreams.


This evening, however, Hyde’s concern lay elsewhere.


‘I attended a murder locus last night,’ he explained. ‘In fact, it was I who discovered the crime.’ Like some gathered shadow, he sat in the leather wingback chair by the fire, his mood dark as he gazed gloomily into the flames, as if some resolution were to be found there. The firelight etched the harsh-angled, hard handsomeness of his profile and again Porteous felt something akin to an instinctive revulsion.


‘You found the victim?’ asked the physician.


‘I did. I heard …’ Hyde paused, searching for the right word, ‘screams. Cries that led me to the victim.’


‘Did you apprehend the murderer?’ asked Porteous. ‘If you heard the victim’s cries, you must have been close.’


‘The cries I heard were not the victim’s.’ Hyde shook his head in frustration. ‘This is no easy matter to explain … But no, there was no trace to be found of the killer. And that is exactly what troubles me.’


‘I don’t understand.’


‘As I said, I discovered the victim’s remains. I uncovered the crime. I, an investigator of murder, just happened conveniently to be in the locus of a homicide’s commission.’


‘And that troubles you? Why?’


Hyde leaned forward in the wingback, elbows on knees, his heavy shoulders sagging. ‘I lost time again.’ He sighed. ‘The movements and events that brought me to that place are lost to me. I have no recollection of how I ended up there; I lost time from shortly before I left the station only to regain my senses at a scene of murder.’


‘Oh,’ said Porteous. ‘I see. Have you disclosed this to your superiors?’


‘I have disclosed this to no one other than you,’ said Hyde, ‘yet. But I think you understand why I was so anxious to see you. In most cases I lose time for a matter of minutes. This time it was more than an hour … this time there was a murder. I was there at the scene and I cannot for the life of me remember how I got there. I cannot remember what I did.’


Porteous rose from his chair and stood by the fire, leaning a hooked elbow on the mantelpiece. He took a paper packet from his smoking jacket pocket, removed a cigarillo and lit it. Knowing smoking was another habit that his friend eschewed, he did not offer one to Hyde.


‘You think you had something to do with this murder – I mean something to do with its commission?’ he scoffed. ‘That’s ridiculous. You are no more capable of murder than I.’


‘How can you say that with such certainty?’ Desperation crept into Hyde’s tone. ‘Think about all the things we’ve discussed these last two years – the absolute madness of my dreams. The abnormality of my mind …’


‘Edward, we have talked about this so many times before. There is no abnormality to your mind: what ails you is not a mental sickness, it is a neurological defect. Epilepsy, nothing more. In your case that epilepsy creates these extended absence seizures you call lost time and I call status epilepticus – as well as these powerful nocturnal hallucinations which, as I have again explained so often, are so much more than mere dreams. And, in any case, there is madness in everybody’s dreams – they are spun in the deepest and darkest parts of our minds.’


‘But not dreams like these,’ said Hyde.


Porteous nodded and looked into the fire, the flames glittering in cold emerald reflection in his eyes. The truth was he struggled to imagine what it must be like to have a sleeping seizure that manifested itself as a dream so vivid it was completely indistinguishable from reality. An electrical storm in the sleeping brain that conjured up impossible, often terrifying, yet completely credible universes.


‘Listen, Edward …’ The doctor drew on the cigarillo, blowing smoke into the air and filling the room with its fragrance. ‘This is a new age of medicine: we more and more understand the mechanics of status epilepticus. I promise you that the sleepwalking murderer and epileptic homicidal maniac are the stuff of cheap chapbooks and other low fiction – they simply don’t exist in reality.’


‘If what I suffer from is epilepsy,’ Hyde protested weakly.


‘It is epilepsy, Edward, have no doubt. We now understand the nature of such absences – the detachment from reality that they cause. Believe me: no intent, no conscious or unconscious will can be expressed during such a seizure.’


‘There must have been will enough to propel me to that destination,’ Hyde insisted, ‘some two miles from where I last remembered being.’


‘That isn’t will,’ countered Porteous. ‘It is nothing more than automatism. Only the simplest, near-autonomic functions can take place in such a state. You certainly could not have committed any act of real purpose during a seizure.’


‘But what if the will were not mine?’ Hyde frowned, perplexed, as if trying to locate a thought that evaded him. ‘What if I was led to that place? What if someone put the idea of being there in my head? I mean while I was in that state?’


‘Again, Edward, this is all the stuff of low fiction – or the lower fiction of stage mesmerism – without an ounce of science behind it. No person in an altered state of consciousness can be compelled to do that which he would not do when fully aware. John Hughlings Jackson – a pioneer in the field of epilepsy – has a name for the state of consciousness you enter during one of your absences: he calls it “otherwhere” – because you are not consciously present in this world. You are not here to do any bidding, good or ill.’


‘I still cannot understand why I found myself so close to the scene of a yet undiscovered murder,’ Hyde said darkly. ‘It seems too much of a coincidence.’


‘Perhaps no coincidence. Not all of your lost time is automatism or pure seizure,’ said Porteous. ‘An element of amnesia adheres to events leading up to an episode. Before the seizure, you will have been fully yourself, functioning normally, but you just cannot remember those events now. Immediately before your seizure you may even have learned or thought of something that bound you for that destination.’


‘And that memory is gone? Lost to me?’


‘Perhaps not. We are making discoveries all the time about how the mind works. It is increasingly clear that it is not of single dimension – instead there are many layers to it.’ Porteous paused, throwing what was left of his cigarillo into the flames and looking up at his portrait above the fireplace. ‘Think of it as a painting. Underneath lies a once-naked canvas. But the picture we all see was not flawlessly laid down on that bare canvas. All kinds of missteps, changes of composition, alterations of line and colour lie hidden beneath that which is presented to the world. The Italians have a name for it, pentimenti: layer upon layer of the artist’s thoughts, worked and reworked until some are lost even to him. The mind is exactly like that: its blank canvas is the tabula rasa of the infant brain, upon which is laid layer after layer of experiences, emotions, memories. Scenes and personages are described in detail, then painted over. We can’t see these figures any more, but that doesn’t mean they are no longer there. If we look close enough, we can perhaps trace their outlines – or even gently remove some of the obscuring layers.’


‘So you think that my memories from before my seizure may still be there? In this deeper mental layer? How do I retrieve them?’


‘I don’t know that you can. There are hypnosis methods pioneered here in Edinburgh by James Braid, which can be used to try to reach into the subconscious. But, my dear Edward, you are an investigator by nature and profession. Perhaps that is your best way to answers. I would suggest you retrace your steps as best you can to the last place you remember before the seizure. Or maybe the answer is already before you.’


‘I don’t understand …’


‘In your otherworld, Edward. In your dreams.’


Hyde stayed for another hour. They talked, Porteous drinking port and smoking cigars, as if the two friends were simply sharing a pleasant hour’s visiting, yet Porteous could tell Hyde’s mood had not improved.


Before Hyde left, Porteous dispensed his prescription, as was their usual custom. This latest episode had so unsettled his patient that the doctor felt it prudent to make adjustments to the formulation. He did not want Hyde, the professional investigator, to become too curious about every component of the mixture.


It was near twelve when he saw Hyde out through the rear door of his study and watched as he disappeared from view, a shadow merging with others in the midnight garden. Porteous puzzled at his feelings as his patient and friend departed. Feelings of pity, sorrow, concern. Guilt, even.


And relief.
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Outside, dawn was breaking. Edward Hyde lay still and quiet in closed-curtain darkness, suspended between the universes of sleep and wakefulness. He had dreamed that night – but he had dreamed as others dreamed, not the kaleidoscopic hallucinations of a night-time seizure – and the dream endured behind his closed eyes, time remaining folded in on itself. He had dreamt of himself young and carefree, lost in bright juvenile play, of still-light late-summer evenings painted gold and green with the vibrant palette of childhood; of his mother and the bedtime tales she would tell of brownies and fairy folk; of the heroes Cú Chulainn and Fionn mac Cumhaill, of demonic villains and fantastical beasts.


For that sweet hypnopompic moment, the dream lingered, Hyde neither asleep nor awake. And something else lingered: a feeling that hung in the air like a long-forgotten scent that awoke clear remembrance of a distant time. A feeling he had not felt for so very long: Hyde was, in that vanishing instant, truly happy.


The waking world called: outside, beyond the drawn curtains, iron-shod hoof and iron-banded wheel rang unmusically on the cobbles of Northumberland Street and stirred him fully. And with wakefulness came metamorphosis: Edward, the happy, light-footed child of the dream, changed in mass, conformation and appearance, took on rough aspect and heavy form; became Hyde.


He listened to the slow swell of the day: more wheels on the cobbles outside; the wax and wane of indistinct voices as people passed on the pavement below. The smoke-grey city stirring into smoke-grey life. The images of his dream were replaced by memories of two nights before: the hanged man, head and hands trailing in the soiled current of the Water of Leith. The inhuman, wailing cry of what must undoubtedly be an insane murderer, for surely only insanity could lead one human being to inflict such horror on another.


However, other, more distant memories came back to trouble him too: memories of a long-ago and distant, bright and scent-laden land – and cruelties performed under a sun-blazed sky in the name of Empire and without the exculpation of insanity. Memories of a man, driven by duty, who had become known by the dread epithet Jaanavar. The Beast.


It had been a different world, back then; he had been a different man, back then.


Hyde rose earlier than usual, his mood darkened further when he thought of the appointment he had to keep that morning. His large and moderately grand townhouse was mostly unoccupied, its many closed rooms reflecting the man habitant within. He bathed, as he did each morning, then dressed. Of a class, though not a profession, where it was expected he should have a manservant, Hyde instead valued his privacy too highly to have a professional intimate. His episodes, he had guessed, would be confusing, even alarming, for another to witness. And if one did, and shared their witnessing, then Hyde’s competence to serve as superintendent of detectives could be called into question.


Edward Hyde therefore served as his own bootblack, own presser, own dresser, own man. He set his own table and own fireplace. He prepared his own breakfast and consumed it in solitary silence. His early mornings were encapsulations of self-contained rituals: sealed from the world and seclusive. His preparations for the day were systematic, habitual; his mind on the detail and never, ever on the knife edge of loneliness that would often pierce his life.


For the coming workday he donned a black three-button sack suit with a grey silk waistcoat. He stud-fastened a down collar of the new style, rather than a winged collar, to his shirt, and chose a four-in-hand tie rather than a day cravat. Over this he wore a black tweed Ulster coat, bought in Lockwood’s store on Princes Street, chosen that its short cape should disguise the bulk of his shoulders, and a broad-brimmed dark grey Homburg that might cast his features in shadow. He sheathed thick fingers in hand-made pigskin gloves.


Were the hour not so early, and the figure beneath the fine clothes not so robust, Captain Edward Henry Hyde would have looked as if he were about to start the business of the day in one of Edinburgh’s banks or financial institutions. But the business that was to take place that morning, the settling of accounts that Hyde was to witness, was a much darker affair.


The carriage awaited him outside as the morning fumed, rippling soot-black columns of smoke from ten thousand wakening fireplaces rising in the cold, breezeless air.


‘Morning, Captain Hyde,’ said the custodian-helmeted coachman atop the police carriage. ‘I take it we are not for the station this morning?’


‘Good morning, Mackinley,’ said Hyde. ‘No, not yet. I have two appointments to keep …’


When he gave Mackinley the address of the first, the constable-coachman nodded grimly, then said: ‘Very good, sir.’


It was, paradoxically, a place of brightness, of light.


The white room.


The walls were distempered and all the woodwork – the doors, the small table set against the wall, the frames of the roof-light windows, the balustrade that sectioned off the part of the room in which Hyde and the others stood, the vertical wooden beam and even the trapdoor – was painted white. The walls were unbroken by windows, but the large skylights in the roof filled the space with the morning’s light.


It was also a place of quiet: Hyde and the others, some six of them, stood behind the balustrade and waited in silent expectation.


Morrison, a young man yet to see his twenty-second year, entered the room and looked around it with urgency, as if needing to fill eyes hungry for impressions, for sight of the world. He was tall, lean and broad-shouldered, his skin ruddy and his uncombed hair the colour of rust. His rubicund complexion seemed more vivid in the white quiet of the room, accentuated further by the collarless bleached-linen shirt he wore. He saw Hyde where he stood with the others and nodded in acknowledgement, an uncertain smile quivering briefly on his lips. One of his two escorts touched his elbow in encouragement and Morrison turned to him, almost in apology for his inattentiveness, then stepped forward.


‘Drink this,’ the second uniformed escort commanded brusquely, and handed him a small tumbler filled with a clear liquid. Morrison did as he was bidden, grimacing as he swallowed the liquor at a one. A small, moustachioed man, a head shorter than Morrison and dressed in a dark serge suit, stepped forward from behind the balustrade and towards the youth. His swift, decisive movements spoke of well-practised, professional habit: he pinioned Morrison’s elbows with a leather strap, dropped to his knees behind him and clasped D-form shackles around his ankles. Morrison looked again in Hyde’s direction and seemed to be about to speak, but the short man snatched a white cotton hood from the table and placed it over Morrison’s head. With equally workmanlike deftness, he looped the noose over the hood, around Morrison’s neck and tightened it. In what seemed a single, swift and continuous movement, he stepped back, grasped the lever and pulled. The silence was broken by the loud clatter of the trapdoor opening, and Morrison dropped through it. The loop in the rope slipped its leather sleeve and the hangman’s hemp snapped taut.


Morrison’s head was still just visible above the trapdoor. The hanged man twitched, as if giving a small shrug of his shoulders, then was still save for a brief, muffled mumbling sound and the narrow pendulum swing of his body.


It had taken less than thirty seconds from the young quarryman’s entry into the white room till his exit from life.


The governor of Calton Gaol nodded to the small group of witnesses: Hyde stood with Abercrombie, the police surgeon; with them were two newspaper reporters and two representatives of the procurator fiscal’s office, the younger of whom looked as if he was about to be sick. All left the white room of the hanging shed in silence, breaking only into speech once they were in the green-and-cream-tiled prison hallway.


‘No matter how deserved,’ said Hyde to Abercrombie, ‘it is always a sad sight to behold. I can’t put my mind to the rightness of it.’


‘We all must have our rituals,’ said Abercrombie absently, as he checked his pocket watch for the time. Hyde knew the physician would take some tea with the governor while he waited for the prescribed hour’s hanging time to pass; thereafter he would descend into the brick-lined execution pit beneath the white room and check that life was extinct from the remains of the condemned.


‘Rituals?’ asked Hyde.


‘A hanging is a rite as religious as any other,’ said the doctor. ‘A sacrifice to the greater good. To the religion of the law, of order. To the gods of justice. A small act to return the universe to its correct motions. And let’s be honest, if anyone deserved to hang, it was Hugh Morrison. That poor child …’ Abercrombie left the thought unfulfilled.


It was a story all knew: Mary Paton, who had lived all her eight years in tenement squalor, had disappeared from her play on the street. Her body had not been found until a month later, half buried in a ditch on a disused lane on the edge of Gypsy Brae. Someone had gathered branches and twigs and carefully woven them together in an improvised nest, like a crude baby basket, before laying her remains in it and covering them with more branches and leaves. The public had heard of the manner of her rest and Mary Paton became known as the ‘Gypsy Brae Bairn’ or the ‘Bairn in the Witch’s Cradle’.


Her remains had been discovered by Hugh Morrison, employed nearby as a stone-hewer at the Duke of Buccleuch’s Granton Sea Quarry. Morrison had run to the quarry and told of his dark discovery to his foreman, who came with him to the scene before in turn alerting the authorities.


The impression Morrison had made on Hyde was not so much a simpleton as a child in a man’s body: someone trapped in a private universe, unable to understand the mechanics of society, of companionship. He had been separated from his fellows by habit and personality, but also by origin: Morrison carried in his speech the lilt and cadence of the Highlands. To others, particularly his workmates, he had simply been regarded as ‘touched’ or odd. He would often sing or talk to himself while working, and seemed unable to engage his fellows in any meaningful way.


He had also been known to keep company with children much younger than himself.


Most telling, however, was that the young stone-hewer had been unable to explain why he had been on a lane that had fallen into disuse a decade before and was so overgrown as to be almost impossible to navigate. A strange man discovering the strange resting place of a murdered child.


It had been inevitable that suspicion should fall on him. Such suspicion had been unsupported by evidence, but before Hyde had had a chance to question the young quarryman, a confession had been obtained. In truth, the condition of the dead child had stirred the Granton constables to determined violence, and a confession of sorts had been beaten from Morrison. A confession the young Highlander would later vehemently retract.


Hyde had questioned why Morrison should voluntarily expose the hiding place of his victim, or why the supposed murderer did not seem to know the location from which the girl had been abducted. Both were attributed to the youth’s idiocy, and Hyde’s concerns were dismissed and overruled. In truth, Morrison’s case had been injured further by his bizarre ramblings: he had claimed in both English and Gaelic that the girl must have fallen victim to cù dubh ifrinn, the great black hellhound, some mythical beast from Highland lore.


‘He swore to me he was innocent,’ Hyde said to the police surgeon.


‘Don’t they all?’ said Abercrombie. ‘I myself would choose protestation over confession were I faced with the noose.’


‘Yes,’ said Hyde. ‘Yes, they do. But I can usually see through their lies – I don’t know if it is a feature of my nature or a skill acquired over the years, but I can normally see the truth behind the lie, see the shadow of the other nature they try to hide from the world.’


‘And your insight failed you with Morrison?’


‘It did. Or perhaps it didn’t. Perhaps there was no dark side to find. In any case, I believed him. I did all I could to find evidence of his innocence, but I failed.’


‘Your reputation for unearthing the truth is unequalled – it could be his claim offered no truth to be unearthed.’


‘Perhaps,’ said Hyde. ‘But I cannot help but think we have just killed an innocent man.’


They made their way in silence through the carbolic-rinsed halls of Calton Gaol. Mackinley waited with the coach outside, in the shadow of the governor’s residence with its castellated towers. Abercrombie paused before saying goodbye.


‘What of this other hanging?’ he asked. ‘Yon inverted one down by the Water of Leith. One of the strangest things you’ve ever brought me. It’s been passed on to Dr Bell to carry out the necropsy, I believe.’


‘This morning, yes.’


‘A strange thing, Hyde. A strange thing indeed.’
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It was a place of diversion, of entertainment, a space designed to ring with laughter and applause. Yet when Hyde came in from the bright day, and after the bleak, achromous simplicity of the execution shed, it seemed to him he was entering some red hell.


Perhaps his reaction had something to do with his knowing the theatre’s temporary function.


As in all auditoria, the theatre’s focus was the stage, and the building’s architecture seemed to cluster expectantly around it. The auditorium was three tiered; the empty flap-stall chairs were gilt-framed and lavishly upholstered in cherry-coloured cloth and arranged in serried, stepped arcs. The stage was flanked by box balconies, three stacked ranks of three to each side, their swollen bone-coloured bellies adorned with crimson glass details, like droplets of blood. Everything else was red: claret-coloured vines of acanthus sinuously coiled and twisted their flocked way through the wallpaper; the heavy stage curtains were carmine; the folds and velvet drapes that decked the proscenium arches were dark scarlet. Above the ornate sconces, the shades that shielded the unlit gas mantles were fashioned from red glass. Coming in from the daylit street, there was something anatomical, organic, in the enveloping crimson dark.


The only brightly illuminated part of the theatre was the stage itself. Just two players were onstage, in the sole pool of bright light: a bloody-handed Dr Joseph Bell, and the man lying on the portable surgeon’s table and under the pathologist’s scrutiny. It was clear the supine man had no further part to play in any drama of this world.


‘Ah, Hyde …’ Dr Bell straightened himself up and smiled broadly. The anatomist and pathologist was a tall, clean-shaven man of around fifty with a bristling mane of prematurely white hair swept back from broad forehead. His shirtsleeves were rolled up clear of his elbows, and his waistcoat and trousers were protected by a rubberized apron. ‘An audience at last for my performance.’


‘I knew you were fond of the theatrical, Doctor, but …’ Hyde smiled and waved a hand in the air to indicate their surroundings.


‘In my time I’ve done autopsies in many places, from army field tents and deserted churches to barrooms or the deceased’s home. But I grant you that this is somewhat … grander. You know about this blasted fire at the infirmary, I take it? Our dissecting hall and examination rooms are out of commission for at least three weeks. Unfortunately, in the interim, we are itinerant players …’ Bell waved the long, slim fingers of a bloodied hand in an echo of Hyde’s earlier gesture. ‘We have the theatre for only one week, then we must yield the stage to Shakespeare. Macbeth, I believe. All in all, a gorier enterprise than this.’


‘In the meantime, I see yours is a solo performance,’ said Hyde.


‘What? Oh, no … My assistant has stepped out for a moment to fetch more equipment.’


‘Dr Conan Doyle is assisting you today?’


‘No, not today. Sadly, young Arthur has left us to take up general practice on England’s south coast. To be honest, I think my former clerk’s passion is more for scribbling than prescribing – his parting gift was a promise to make me the detective hero of one of his stories, no less. So, today, I am assisted by Dr Burr.’ Joseph Bell smiled. Hyde, aware of his own coarse robustness, often envied the easy, gentlemanly grace of the pathologist. ‘Have you met Dr Burr? No? Remarkable young physician. Anyway, we are in something of a guddle at the moment. Damned inconvenient having to vacate our usual environment, where everything was always at hand.’ Bell paused to nod to the body on the examination table. ‘This gentleman is one of yours, I take it?’


Hyde looked down at the corpse. Death, he knew, designed its own patterns, paling skin here, darkening it there, as blood robbed of its motive pooled where gravity demanded. Death also by its very nature stilled vigour. The effect was to age, to rob youth. For that reason, as he had stood shining his pocket lantern on the inverted and pendulous form dangling above the torrent at Dean Village, Hyde had had the impression of an older man, of life-wearied flesh. But now, seeing the victim laid on the dissecting table, it was clear that he had been reasonably young. There was a firm muscularity to the body.


The head had been the lowest part of the hanging inverted corpse, and consequently the face remained sickeningly dark with post-mortem lividity. Some of the captured blood had drained from the face, but the lips and eyelids were still empurpled and swollen, and the skin was laced through with spidering, inky capillaries. The face’s darkness was accentuated by the man’s pale blond hair, side whiskers and moustache. Despite death’s dark palette, Hyde could see the face too was youthful.


‘Unfortunately, yes, he is one of mine,’ he said. ‘He was hung upside down from a tree with his head under the water. Did he …’


‘Drown?’ Bell looked down at the corpse, pursing his lips and shaking his head. ‘There’s no evidence of water in the lungs. Nor did he die from the damage to his chest. The removal of his heart and the head’s immersion in water were both post-mortem.’


‘So what did kill him?’ asked Hyde.


Joseph Bell’s answer was interrupted by the echoing thud of a door slamming in the wings. ‘Ah,’ he said, ‘“noises off”, as they say in the theatre. That will be my assistant. Dr Burr carried out the initial examination and can answer your questions.’


A young woman emerged into the pool of light, carrying a large Gladstone bag. A nurse, Hyde assumed, and looked past her to seek out Bell’s assistant. The young woman was alone.


‘Allow me to introduce Dr Cally Burr,’ said Bell with a broad smile. ‘Dr Burr, this is Captain Edward Hyde, formerly Indian Army, now superintendent of criminal officers for the City of Edinburgh Police. He is the source of question, we the providers of answer.’


‘I rather think my gender has taken Captain Hyde aback,’ said Dr Burr. Hyde thought he could detect the trace of an Irish accent in her intonation.


‘Not at all—’ he began, but checked himself. ‘Truthfully, yes. One does not encounter many female physicians, and I was guilty of an assumption that should have been beneath me.’


Dr Burr smiled, but not warmly, then unpinned and removed her hat. Her gathered-up hair was raven black, and her honey-toned skin, Hyde thought, was a shade darker than fashion preferred. She was undoubtedly a woman of considerable and vaguely exotic beauty, and he sensed about her the defensiveness of an intelligent woman whose appearance, and gender, were obstructions to her intellect being taken seriously.


‘Thank you for your honesty, Captain Hyde,’ she said. ‘My choice of profession means I experience everything from confusion and amusement to disdain and outright hostility. What are your feelings on women becoming physicians?’


‘Truthfully? I have not given it any thought. But now that I have, I see no reason why not. What is more important is that you clearly have Dr Bell’s confidence, which is a considerable achievement for any physician, whatever their gender.’


‘Well said!’ Bell again smiled broadly. ‘Let me tell you, Hyde, young Dr Burr here is one of the most capable and dedicated physicians I have ever encountered. And that includes young Conan Doyle – and Samuel Porteous, who I believe is a close friend of yours. I value those who value knowledge, those who prize it. And Dr Burr has had to fight harder than most to win her knowledge.’


Dr Burr placed her gloves, hat and coat on a side table. A large ring, set with sapphires and emeralds and of a pattern Hyde thought he recognized, decorated her right hand. She removed the ring, carefully placing it next to her gloves before donning a white dustcoat that protected her clothing from neck to floor. The whiteness of the coat accentuated the golden tone in her complexion, and Hyde wondered if there was something more distant than Ireland in her ancestry.


The female physician stepped forward to the table without hesitation, and with quick and assured movements grasped the cadaver by its shoulder with one hand while supporting the head with the other, lifting and tilting it upwards so Hyde could see the dead man’s neck and back. Much of the skin on the back was purple-black where dead blood had settled, but the neck remained pale except for a faint bluish stripe running laterally across the nape at its axis with the skull.


‘A blow to the neck?’ asked Hyde.


‘That is your fatal injury, Captain Hyde. The spinal cord has been severed or irreparably compressed by a fracture of the second cervical vertebra. Instant quadriplegia and paralysis of respiratory function. Everything else you see, the damage to the chest and excision of the heart, was all done post-mortem. But this wasn’t caused by a blow. You know what this kind of fracture is called?’


Hyde frowned. ‘The hangman’s break.’ The memory came to his mind of earlier that morning: a young and bewildered Hugh Morrison looking at him across a white room, about to form words that would never be uttered.


‘Exactly. There are rope burns under the jaw, and I’ll wager we find a compressed trachea when we open the throat up.’


‘He was hanged? I mean hanged the right way up?’


Cally Burr nodded. ‘Except this was very clearly an extrajudicial hanging.’


‘Then why all this?’ Hyde indicated the devastated torso.


‘Ritual?’ Dr Burr held him with dark, disturbing eyes. Hyde was used to people avoiding his gaze, intimidated by either his appearance or his office. There were those women who were franker in their study of him, who seemed stimulated by his presence, but Cally Burr’s regarding of him was empty of any emotion, base or otherwise. ‘You think this is some kind of ritual?’ he asked.


‘It would appear so, but such speculations are beyond my brief. My work here is to establish the corporeal realities and factual, not speculative, causes of death.’


‘Oh, come now, Dr Burr,’ said Dr Bell, good-naturedly. ‘I have taught you better than that!’ He indicated their surroundings. ‘Inconvenience has brought us and our work to such a strange setting. But it is, in a way, appropriate.’ He looked down at the cadaver on the table. ‘This – these mortal remains – this is our true theatre: a theatre of flesh and bone. There is a drama to be discovered in this dead man’s bones, in his blood and tissue. We are the audience to that drama – we interpret that drama. And no audience should be without imagination. A pathologist – a good pathologist – should observe with clinical dispassion, take note of the physical proofs of death. But then his – or her – professionally informed imagination should interpret, extrapolate and expand that which the eye perceives. Please, Dr Burr, tell us what dramas have unfolded in this fleshy theatre …’


Easing the cadaver back to a supine position, Dr Burr held up the dead man’s arm, the hand still blood-blackened with post-mortem lividity. In stark contrast, the skin of his forearm was chalk white, causing a rough, sand-coloured patch to stand out.


‘Solar keratosis,’ she explained. ‘Not unusual for someone of his pale colouring, but unusual in someone so young. It suggests that he has spent some considerable time exposed to much fiercer sunshine than Scotland experiences, but that he has been removed from such climes long enough for tanning to fade.’


‘You see!’ said Bell enthusiastically.


‘All it tells us is that he spent time abroad,’ said Hyde. ‘It yields no wisdom about what took him to that climate. Many young men take advantage of the opportunities the Empire offers. He could be anything from a merchant seaman to an engineer or a soldier. Anything else would be speculation. Guesswork.’


‘But educated guesswork, dear Captain,’ said Dr Bell. ‘Informed speculation. It could yield at least a direction for your inquiries to take. But young Dr Burr has more to reveal.’


The female physician eased an arm out from the dead man’s side to allow them to examine his flank. There was a long, indented scar, pale and perfectly straight, almost like a furrow in the flesh, running from front to back.


‘Earlier in his life, our friend was luckier with an encounter with potential mortality,’ she said. ‘A large-calibre bullet creased his side some considerable time ago. I can just and no more palpate a bone callus on his sixth rib where the transit of the bullet caused a fracture that then healed. A few inches to the left and there would have been organ damage.’


Hyde was about to say something, but Dr Burr held up her hand. ‘There’s more …’ Hyde could see Joseph Bell beaming with pride at his protégée’s accomplishments. ‘On his lower left abdomen …’ She smoothed the skin between forefinger and thumb, revealing a two-inch-wide ridge of puckered flesh.


Hyde leaned in to inspect it more closely. As he did so, his nostrils filled with the odours of death. The fabric of the dead man’s flesh was already beginning to unravel. He pulled back. Cally Burr saw his reaction and frowned.


‘Another wound,’ she continued. ‘Again not a recent injury, given the fading of the scar. But this time caused by penetration by some form of thick blade. Given the age of the deceased, I would guess both the bullet graze and this stab wound date from broadly the same period in his life.’


‘He seems to have been in the wars,’ chipped in Dr Bell. ‘Perhaps literally.’


‘You think he was or has been a soldier?’ Hyde frowned.


‘You are the detective,’ said Dr Burr, ‘but my guess is that injuries such as the deceased has sustained in the past point to that conclusion.’


Hyde remained silent for a moment. He braced himself against the sway he felt in his body. The smell of death, the stark light of the stage, the crimson dark of the empty theatre beyond – all combined in a surge of light-headedness. There was a nauseating tingling in his tongue. He recognized the foreshadows of one of his episodes.


‘Are you staying for the full necropsy?’ asked Cally Burr. ‘We may discover more when we open him up.’ She looked down at the gaping wound in the dead man’s chest. ‘Open him up more.’


Hyde thought for a moment. He found post-mortem examinations unpleasant, nauseating. He somehow could not separate the dead flesh on the table from the spirit, the personality, that had departed it. Added to that was the growing feeling of an impending episode. Yet there was something deeply disturbing about this case and he wanted as much information as quickly as possible. He nodded.
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